* Gout [0 called 
in bis Letter to 


Calamy, 


OR, 
An Infallible Cure 


OUT ! I conjure thee by the poy'rful names 
Of Monk and Brown, and their vittorious fabeos 


(3 T, tell me(ſpeak no doubt thou canſt;ſpeak,come, 
* A Pre;þyterian Biſhop can't be dumb 
Why didſt thon ſhackle the Poetick feet 
Of thy lov'd Maſter, when it wa$ moſt meet - 
They ſhould be jogging. Can Monk and Brown dic, 
And Fild be tame ? not write an Elegie ? 
Gout ! thou'ct ingrateful : Haſt ſo ſoon forgot _ 
Who made thee Biſhop, did he make thee fot” | 
See Presbyterian Humility 
Ev'n their Diſtempers Goyernors muſt be, 
A Gout inſtall'd a Biſhop ! hence we know 
Who you had rather ſhould be at your toe, ; 
If thou art Biſhop, Gout, ſpeak, what doſtail > 
Biſhops the Churches loſs uſe to bewail, 
Gout ! keep thy place ; if thou canK live at eaſe : 
Pity a Biſhop ſhould leave's Dioceſs, 
Aonk, Brozn die unlamented ! ſad diſaſters ! 
See, ſee how Presbyterians love their Maſters : 
You that at Publick Triumphs ſowrely look, 
That in your faces ev'n without a book, 
A Let'ny may be read ; dare you not cy 
Good Lord deliver's when ſuch men dody >- 
That Conventicles muſt go down 'tis figne,- 
When Conventiclers have forgot to whine, 


Shall England: Truſty, Loyal General dye ? 


. * witneſs Iter 


; Boxecale, 


Iter Boreale, 


And go to's grave Without a fivgle figh ? 
When Ca/awzy, Rebellious Trump'*cer ſhall 
Whole volleys havEUiſcharg'd at's Funeral : 
This ſeems not fair play, 4#i/d, ev'n to us <a 
But you like us love them that make moſt > 
Hold ! Hold ! this is not all 2 this proud withſtander 
Can't chuſe but hate Afonk *cauſe he was Commander 
Stay furious Muſe ; Let's breath a little z come, 
We'll in again byth' help of Haw or Ham. D 
Hum, Haw, may ay, what ſhall we hold forth next ? 
We'll keep Your buſineſs, though weleave our Text, 
But to the matter : zi/d 'tis wiſely done, 
No people yet ador'd the ſetting Sun. 
To Heath'niſh cuſtoms Saints cannot conform, 
When we are calmeſt,then's their Cue to Rtorm. 
We applaud men when m_ g0 off the tage ; 
* They when they enter, ſlighly to engage 
Them to their party : Such perverſe Comedians 
Are all theſe Crab-like, croſs-grain'd Presbyterians, 
Monk ! that one MonoſyHable out ſhines 
Plantagenets bright name, and Conftantines, 
They have the art to time things : this was wrote 
When George came newly out of th*arms o'th* Scot, 
Oh then #7i!d thought for Kirk he would declare, 
And thought he ſhould b' a niggard did he- ſpare : 
But mark the end, George proves an honeſt man, 
And's hated by this Presbyterian, 
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For did he love him, now's 4 time to Thow it , 
Munk's death'sa ſubjet that ga-make a Poet : 
wild lof that S5Uable why now ne're a word, © 
The reaſon's plain ; Divifoo it abhorr'd. 

If arecantirg Penitent but pa 

With's errors,ſaying, Mines a broken heart ; 
'Gainſt him zy1/d writes ; ? Lee doth hardneſ want 
He car?. be precious if no A ATT 


If George 'dno E trom | 

Yet alt fe Barther the ended bee? 
She that from top to toe thee cloath'd ; is' meet 
Thou ſhouldſt not give her one poor winding-ſheet ? 
Canſt not be 1/d, but thou'cbe alſo rude ? 
See (people)Presbyterian Gratitude, 

Bur ſay, the Conſcientious Siſter-hood 
Perhaps do ſay, Sweet DoRor't cann'c be good, 
For to revive a dead Monks memory, 
We think it ſavours much of Popery. 
Moſt Sifter-like advice | Are theſe your fears _ 
Yet ſure Brown'; name ſounds ſweet rv? SeQaries ears; 
This Brown*s ſure ſhould in thine his Chaplain Wild : 
Haſt thou thy Patron of his dues beguiid ? 
A Presbyterian is the greateſt cheat, 
He'll not ſay Grace where he no meat. 
Perhaps theſe petty things #i/d hath forgot : 
He's thinking what Noncen. dare ſwear, what not. 
I dare not ſwear they're truly Loyal, but | 
When we their Swords have, 1'll ſwear they'i not cut; 
I dare not ſwear they love to keep the Laws, 
But I dare ſwear they'd run to ſtart the cauſe : 
Had they but ity to do'c, 
And #i/d would follow, though with limping foot 2 
For all his Crack-f---- brag: Onr King miſled, 
We'll bire our nails rather then ſcratch our head + 
Or his Fel prove more Loyal, and more tra, 
And give to Ceſar and to God tis due, 
Wild, bath thy Muſe no ſubjeR ? doth ſhe want one * 
Let her next prophecy on Door Aſanron. 
And if be ftay, Wild, come and keep bis door, 

ang Conventicles, then yow'll ne're be poor. 
Your City-Brethren ſure wilt give you bub, 
And there with one another you may club 
For whining tones, *gainſt Biſhops how to rant, 
Rich Wine will make you DoRors loudly cant t 
And_ when guilt robs you of your ſrreet repoſe, 
O'ch? Solemn e and Cav'nant take a doſe. 
No doubt your hearts with joy it needs muſt fill 
To think you ſuffer - Why ? to pleaſe your will. 
There read your ter Boreale 0're, 
And ſpell that Backward which you wrote before. 
Your filence now ſays you diſſembled then , 
Yet theſe are the plain dealing honeſt men, 


Wild vow youll ne*ce praiſe man more, till you know , 
| Whethes bel ive and dye your Friend or Foe, pop 
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